The Daily Paper of the Submarine Branch 


With the co-operation of the Office of Admiral (Submatines) 


Sire G up in bed, smiling 
happily, proudly holding John 
in her arms, Mrs. Helen Lambert 
held court for “‘ Good Morning ” 
at Dilston Hall. 

Surrounding was an admiring 
throng of mothers, mothers-to-be, 
nurses, and even Matron, for this 
was a very special occasion, held 
to honour a very special baby. 

Master John Lambert, aged six 
days, home address, No. 10 
25th Avenue, Blyth, Northumber- 
land, was having his photograph 
taken for his submariner daddy, 
A.B. ‘‘ Lane ”’ Lambert, and Master 
John is a baby of distinction. 


He is the first submariners’ 
son to be born at Dilston Hail 
Maternity Home, Corbridge, he is 
the first baby to be photographed 
in the ward, youngest to have his 
picture taken, and one of the 
finest and best babies to make 
their appearance at Dilston. 

So Matron, Miss Joliffe, says, and 
she ought to know, for she has 
welcomed thousands of babies into 
the world, more than four thousand 
at Dilston since the Hall was 
opened as a maternity home in 
1939. 

“He’s just splendid, a perfect 
baby in every way,” says Matron, 
eyeing him as fondly as his mother. 

Most unconcerned person in the 
hospital, quite indifferent to the 
fuss and excitement and the 
admiration circle gathered around 
him was young John himself. You 
see him in the picture with his 
pretty nineteen year old mother, 
undecided whether to make a bit 
of a protest at being roused from 
an afternoon nap to have his photo 
taken, or just shut that one eye 
that’s open and snatch another 
forty winks before tea time. 

A few minutes later he came to 
the conclusion that he wanted his 
tea... and he certainly let every- 
one know what he thought about 
keeping a fellow waiting ! 

But John is a good-tempered 
boy. He didn’t even object when 
nurse lifted him from his hlue- 
blanketed cot in the nursery, 
where he spends most of his time, 
with twenty other baby boys and 


A.B. lea Tanbete 
Here’s “Perfect Baby ” 


we 
for 


THINK it’s high time 
stopped taking things 
granted. 
Maps, fr’instance, they’ve taken 
a devil of a time to get right. 
Donkey’s years. 


Starting from scratch in Ancient 
Egypt, I find the first attempt 
at map drawing are two rough 
diagrams executed for a chap 
named Sesostris, to direct all 
comers to his gold mines. 


Must have been a mental 
case, old Sesostris. Would you 
let one and all in on your 
gold mines ? 


The earliest known map of the 
world I next discover, was the 
work of a Greek, called Anaxi- 
mander. Somehow, he saw it as 
the section of a cylinder hanging 
from the sky! Anaximander 
must have been mixing his drinks. 


His pupil, Anaximenes, doubt- 
less trying a different brew, 
decided the world was an oblong 
rectangle held up by compressed 
air. 

I don’t think anybody then cared 
a damn what it looked like, pro- 
vided it behaved  itself—terra 
firma at that time had a nasty 
habit of shimmying, and _ vol- 
canos, after standing easy for a 
bit, would spring to attention! 


The word map, by the way, 
means a “towel,” and it was 
the Greeks again who first 
thought of drawing the latitude 
and longtitude lines on them. 
In the year 787 A.D. a map 

had it that the world was shaped 
like an omelette floating on a calm 
sea, with the Garden of Eden, 
oe Adam and Eve at the top 
eft. 


Sitting on what look to me like 
beer bottles with the gas escaping, 
in the four corners, are blokes 
in their birthday suits. 

These—when the fog has cleared 
a bit—I find are the four winds 
of Heaven letting things rip, 


The year 1109 A.D. produces 


girls, and brushed up his hair 

and beautified him to face the 

camera. 

From Mrs. Lane’s bed in the 
panelled one-time drawing-room of 
Dilston Hall, country estate in the 
heart of Northumberland, she looks 
out on to rolling fields, ancient 
trees, flower-beds and lovely coun- 
tryside. 

“* Tt’s just lovely here,”’ she said. 
“Tm glad our baby was born in 
such a beautiful place, where 
everybody is so kind and I am so 
well looked after.” 

“Tell Lane I am feeling very 
well, and ever so happy,” was her 
message through ‘“‘ Good Morning ” 
for her husband, “and give him 
best love from us both.” 


Turn over 
(and tots!) 
await L/St. 
Fred Copp 


[Hey are going to kill the 
“fatted cockerel”? for your 
welcome-home dinner, L.-Sto. Fred 
Copp. 
In spite of your forebodings, 

your mother at 15 Princes Park ee 

Close, Hayes, remains optimistic, hich she is very fond. His only 

and she is saving him for you. {rouble is that she insists on seeing 

Your father came in from the the programme through twice. You 
cinema with young Renie in time are warned, anyway, Fred, if young 
to add that the sooner you make Renie ever gets you on the job. 
your return the better, because he Your brother Bill and his family 
is looking forward to a few tots at are well, and have had a couple of 
the “ Angel.” days at Southend. Joan and Kitty 

We couldn’t get your sister are liking school, and Barbara and 
Renie in the picture, because she the year-old Betty are getting into 
was busy preparing for George’s lots of mischief. 
homecoming a week after we called, Betty, by the way, will give 
but we can tell you that her little you a surprise when you come 
daughter is as saucy as ever, and home. She walks and talks with 
hoping to see you soon. the best of them now. 

At the moment, Dad has the job Your two sisters are also well, 
of taking her to the pictures, of and join the rest of the family in 


some bimbo who has managed 
to get the world square—with 
a sea-full of fish, the answer to 
an angler’s prayer—hbeing ap- 
parently several miles in length ! 


Hereford Cathedral’s famous 
map by Richard, of Haldingham, 
now enters the field. 

Penned on vellum in gold and 
natty colours about the year 
1200 it’s a riot. 

Europe is labelled Africa and 
vice versa. Gentry with no heads 
are mooching about. Their faces 
stare out of their chests. 


Other locals run around on all 
fours, while, to cap all this, a guy 
with one leg holds it over his 
napper like an umbrella. Id 
say Richard had slipped his chain, 
or drawn it after a night with the 
** boys”! 

The earliest known map of 
these isles comes from the pen of a 
monk, Matthew Paris. 


Matthew knocked this off in 
1259, and from the general 
shape I’d swear he did it ‘out 
of his head.” 


The Isle of Thanet, it seems at 
this time, had taken to wandering, 
finally settling down on the South 
Coast, while Father Thames after 
getting lost here and there, at 
last in sheer desperation, empties 
himself into the English Channel, 
and be damned to the conse- 
quences ! pitch ! 

Two hundred years later some Fourteenth century travellers 
unknown mapper, finding Mat-—map in hand—setting out for 
thew’s masterpiece, cribs it, but the Cornish Riviera must have felt 
draws the thing up-side down. no surprise, Ill wager, when 

The South Coast has now en- greeted by shouts of joy on arriv- 
tered the Arctic Circle, while mg at John-O-Groats. 

London has become a comic castle But for the last word in screwy 
with the Thames entering the back maps give me the Ancient Chinese ! 
door and flowing out again at the 


srOnhi ya China; just China, bar one 
About this time, too, another Jocality where dwarfs tied them- 
map artist pulls a fast one with an selves into bundles to stop peckish 
oval world. ; eagles carrying them off, and a 
Other maps about this period weird dump where the better 
slap Denmark down on ourclass had a hole clean through 


HERE WAS 


qj 0UG uP THE 

ZAZA AF A LOAF 
A THAT IS BETTER 
TH 


ANNO BREAD 


door-step, while London has 
camped out on Birmingham’s 


To them, the whole world was 


wishing you all the best. Joyce, 
incidentally,.is very much looking 
forward to seeing the necklace you ~ you—as far as she knows, that is ! 
have bought for her. In addition to Betty, you have 
Leslie has started work now at another niece who is fast growing 
Thomson & Norris, and he is liking up. Pat, too, is getting around and 
it very much. He has not yet got talking, and your mother says she 
over the thrill of his first wage- is very willing to show off her 
packet. In spite of his working, fine temper to Ernie and Phyllis, 
though, he still finds time to attend and any one else who cares to notice. 
to the garden, and there were good Well, we hope we have given 
crops of potatoes, peas and beans you mention of all your clan, and 
this year. But you need have no they end your news from home 
fear, he has left some “turning with the universal wish that you 
over” for you to do! will be home soon, and able to take 
Your brother Ronnie is still the those few celebration “ tots” with 
Don Juan of the family, and your Dad. 


mother says that at seventeen he 
is doing very much better than 
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THE GREEKS HAD A WORD 
FOR THESE SCREWY MAPS 


—and JACK GREENALL adds a few words of his own 


iE BUILT, 
E DOWN + 
€ ke 


Expert cartographist Greenall shows his hand. 


their, chests from-front to back, 
thereby solving the transport 
problem ! } 

A pole was inserted in the said 
hole, then hoisted on to the 
shoulders of two lackeys—one at 


either end—his “‘ nibs’ then went - 


places at his leisure ! 


One way of getting round the 
basic petrol problem, wasn’t it? 


Home Town 


ARDIFF is to be one of the 
cities to have a mammoth 
sports stadium under a scheme 
to be set up on the lines of the 
Rockefeller centres in America. 
It will be a civic recreation 
centre. Public 
supply most of the cost. 
Centre point will be a 
stadium to be convertible for a 
variety of events, with ice 
hockey, boxing tournaments 
and symphony concerts. 
There will be something for 
everyone at this great sports- 
arena, 


+ A YA VA 
SHORTHAND typist in 
Cardiff addressed a letter 


for Newport, Mon., as “New- 
port, Monday.” 


It was pointed out to her 
that “Mon” was short for Mon- 
mouthshire. 


“No,” she said, “I’m sure its 
short for Monday. Newport 
Monday is the same as Sheffield 


Wednesday. 
| aoTiaa | 


Our address still is : 
“Good Morning,” 
c/o Dept. of C.N.I., 

Admiralty, London, $.W.1. 


funds will 


Tear 


ees | | ee eee GOOD MORNING ~~. o So Ne YEE 


: man. Red prided himself on being 
El Ri RED . L a judge of character. It was his 
' business to know character. 


In the eyes of Billy Winter 


ED Flannel reclined on the the holes in his Panama hat. In Barbadoes. For this reason he was A foot crunched the sand anda ‘“ Eh?” he saw innocence and a kind of 

beach viewing the busy his young days he had been called dissatisfied and restless. cough sounded on the still, throb- The immaculate young man _ bashfulness which reassured him. 

roadstead of Barbadoes witha sour Carrots. Since he had become a He had come down from the bing air. Red Flannel ceased his with the boyish face and the “Sounds kind of chilly,” he 
visage. rover of the Spanish Main he had busy streets of Bridgetown to es- song and held his breath for a cane smiled and pressed the heel grinned. 


He was thinking of his past become known as Red Flannel. cape the sight of the white popula- moment. He lay perfectly still, of his white boot into the sand. “ Really, Flannel, I thought it 
misdeeds and of the mistake he had Like many of his tribe, he had tion, and as he lay on the beach not lifting his Panama from his There was an innocent smile on was hot this morning.” 
made in coming to the busiest been everything in turn—fo’c’sle watching the native boatmen row- face. his face. He pulled a cigarette ‘‘I was meaning your name,” 
island in the West Indies when the hand, dock labourer, bootlegger, ing in and out among the ships All was quiet. He breathed freely from his case and threw it towards said Red. ‘‘ What’s the story you 
authorities were hot on his trail. cook to a camp of rubber diggers, he wondered whether it was pos- again and settled his shoulders Red, then selected one for him- want to tell me? I don’t smell 


His real name was Flannigan, general adventurer. sible to get off up the islands on into the hollow of the sand once self with care. money yet. Say, are you one of 
but those who were acquainted His name was on the wanted one of the vessels. more. “T believe so. You're Red the plush boys?” 
with him intimately had chris- list of most of the Windward “Oh, what's gone wrong with Flannel, aren’t you?” “Plush boys? Whatever do 
tened him Fiannel because he Islands, just as it was on the ——eSeaeaeeGQaQXxr Ranzo? “What about it?” asked Red, you mean?” 
shrank from the idea of a wash. wanted list of most of the Leeward Have you heard? gathering his limbs under him “Ho, ho, ho! Don’t know? 
The word “Red” had been Islands: and in running away He shrank when he He sailed away o’er the Spanish and preparing for a dash. Oh, it’s just a name for swell 
added because of his mop of from the investigations of Trinidad Main, “Nothing much except that I crooks—I mean gentlemen of for- 
flaring hair which obtruded through authorities he had blundered into wag asked to wash He did, O lord! have been wandering about Bridge- tune who sail the Spanish Main 


“They say he’ll ne’er be bad again, town for several days looking for making a living by handling cards 
For the boat he took was an you. My name’s Winter—Billy on the liners. That’s all. But 


+ 


airyplane, Winter. I’m in a deuce of a hole you don’t look a plush boy. The 
The roadstead was crowded with And the damn thing bust and and I’d like to have a word with plush boys don’t blush.” 
shipping — schooners, barques, down he came, you on the quiet. There’s money The young man was gazing at 
brigs, steamers. More than one Down to Timbuctoo!” in it for you, if you care. | Good Red with an expression of horror 
liner lay out on the blue waters, Flannel moved the hat cauti- Money. My name’s Winter— and dread. ; 
due to sail either for Jamaica or ously from his face and drew him- Billy Winter: as I said. Pm p Fancy | taking me (for a 
for England. self up to a sitting position. living up at the Icehouse. swindler ! ”’ he ejaculated. “‘ What- 


One or two smaller steam “T’d take a chance on anything Red rubbed his chin thought- &VeT would people think ! Oh, dear! 
with gine Ane ae Fear hikok to get away from this blamed fully with the back of his horny But then I fear I have brought this 
sides Hoated between the liners. island of niggers,” he said. ‘‘ Even hand. He was on his feet now, 0? myself by speaking to you— 
These were the island ships, 20 airyplane. Hallo,” and as Mr. Winter held a match to 224 I only meant to ask your help 
waiting for their time to head A young man, immaculately Red’s cigarette the latter gazed ™ 4 delicate situation. It’s most 
outward for Trinidad or north to dressed in whites and with a cane into the limpid eyes of the younger (Continued on page 3) 
Dominica or Guadeloupe. under his arm, was looking at 

They sailed about once a fort- Red with a smile spreading over 
night, and. Red knew that. if '8,slmost boyish faco, 
he missed the chance of getting That was a nice song,” ho ro- 


ked. ‘I’ve heard it up in 
aboard one of them he was help- 4°" : nae 
less for the next two weeks, and Cuba and in Tortuga. It’s about 


5. Which is more closely re- 
lated to a pig, a rhinoceros or 
a hippopotamus? ‘ 

6. Which of the following is 
an intruder, and why?— 


soe: Ranzo, the pirate, isn’t it?” ele 
z that might be fatal. a : sien Hockey, Lacrosse, Tennis, Foot- 
Ze ; “Tt is,” agreed Red, squinting < re Ae 
© : _He drew his perforated hat over a+ the stranger out of the corner 0 to ay ball, Stoolbal 
ZZ his eyes and lay back on the sand of his eye. f k A 
Y) and began to hum. Cant thin Ranke Caan Balls nswers to Quiz 
‘ “Oh, have you heard of Ranzo? wanting to get away from the} 1. Parchees} is an Indian: ° N 780 
Have you heard ? hand of the law, wasn’t he? The|errand boy: foodstuff; game; in oO. 
He’s a whale upon the banjo, sailors up by the Bahamas sing| local celebrity? 1. Violinist. 
He is, my word! the song as a chantey—a pulling] 2. How do you calculate the 92 Pollux; Hyde. 
For I’ve got a girl in London chantey.” area of a triangle? 3. (a) Charles II, (b) Lord 
town ; “Do they?” asked Red sul- ag og a aa: oe a 
F ; 4 | Spo 0! . Texas 
To hell with the girls who are lenly, though he knew they did. years after its existence had 5. To look up the time of a 
black and brown ! It was there he had learned it.|}¢6n calculated? ‘evan 
“Now, you lads, if you want to know what happened after 1 | Get me a ship to take me down, “ Yes, just like you, Ranzo was.| 4, About what temperature is 6. Michael is not the patron 
parachuted down over Berlin it'll cost you @ pint apiece.’’ Down to Timbuctoo !” Just like you are.” generated by an atomic bomb? saint of a country; others are. 
Know what BEELZEBUB JONES 
TUMBLEWEED, PEOPLE WHAT THEM'S THE KIND OF HOMBRE 
Yo re SHOOTS AT OTHER HOMBRES WHAT WOULDN'T GIVE A DUCK 
u up DUCK DECOYS AIN'T A SPORTING CHANCE- 


SPORTSMEN / SHOOTING AT SETTING 
BIRDS / PAH. 
NAN 3 


against ! 
says 
JACK GREENALL 


ACIS 
ty Huh 


THE FLY. 


AM flies belong to the family Diptera, and 
take the Gipsy’s warning. If ever we lose 
our grip this family will be running things! 
Three thousand specimens of this family get 
Britain’s goat. As I write the main body are 


f 
u 


ee 


dive-bombing the apple-fian. I’m game 7 % ’ 5 c GuLp!) 
sv ie 4 iss NO,I'M SORRY TO DISAPPOINT Y Aw!-GEE!-AN'| “Wl [1-AH!-SHALL BE ON THE A STABLE ?-GEE!-1'0 COS THEN I'0 BE SURE (GULP: 
Sromgth ana Spo mee ime but even if td bodily | | yOu, HONEY-BUT YOU'RE WOT/ALREADY SPEAK ™@ |MOve ALL THE TIME-SO-I-\| |RATHER LIVE IN A, ff OF HAVING OWE GOOD FAL WIV, 


COMING WITH ME TO THE LINGO LIKE A.) |AHEM!-WANT TO FIND A KENNEL, DADDY—!= ME WHILE YOU'RE AWAY! 


classify flies, senile decay would set in before NATIVE, PoP!) | s74@ZE HOME FOR YOU 
ey | REIG 


I’d plodded half way down the list. 


Besides, not even my loved ones can call me 
fly-minded. ‘ 


There’s the Stratiomydae bunch fr’instance. 
They come as flattened flies—not quite fiat 
enough, for my liking, maybe, but heading for 
all they’re worth in that direction. 

‘Then we have the Syrphidae gang, or hover 
flies. They wear a striped two-piece like wasps 
or bumble-bees. They soon let us know how we 
stand with them. 

Cattle have a gala-day with the Ox Warble 
fly. He takes up residence under their hides, 
and the Horse fiy—2,000 species running wild 
—give the best blood-stock what for. 


One fly, American brand, making sure of his 
basic, maybe, lives in a petroleum pool. 

Two species of flies have solved the fuel prob- 
lem. One, the common New Zealand fly gener- 
ates light in his kidneys. The other, the Lan- 
tern fly, a cousin of the bed-bug, carries a hollow 
globe on the top of his nut, which cuts out his 
electric consumption. There’s nothing to it, 
really—ask the Lantern fly. 

For sheer cheek give me a certain small 
fly, name unknown to me. When he wants to 
go places, does he exert himself? Not he. 
He just boards a night flying beetle and 
relaxes! : ; 

A female fly can lay 2,000 eggs in her life- 
time—and by all accounts she’s doing her 
darndest to beat her own record. As I come to 
the end of this paragraph the main body of the 
British specimens have come to the end of the 
apple-flan and are making a combined attack on 
the pea-nut butter! 


BEFO! iO. 


No. 781 
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Wangling Words 


1. Behead the lot and get a 
vacancy. 

2. Insert the same letter 5 
times and make sense of: 
eatesurryingtoisome. 

3. What common stone can be 
written in,capital letters con- 
sisting entirely of straight 
lines? k 

4. The two missing words 
contain the same letters in 
different order: My suggestion 
was to his advantage, and he 
was quite —— to —— with me. 


Answers to Wangling 
Words—No. 718 


1. S-LIP. 

2. She surprised us by swim- 
ming easily. 

3. LINE, LEVEL. 

4. Dread, adder, 


| JANE 


HULLO!-WHY ARE 
You TRAILING ME, 


You GOT A HOME 
EITHER? 


KINDLY TAKE YOUR FEET 


OFF TH MANTEL PIECE? 


BLEss mY WiGl- 1 
THEY ARE BREAKING 
THEIR CHAINS ! 


/ CLEAR EVERYTHING OUT- 
Ts OUR BIGGEST JOB — 
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KIDDIES ?— HAVEN'T 


THE SHRINKING OF RED FLANNEL 


_ (Continued from Page 2) got it. If you’re a government Jn the shade of the shrubbery 
important. Where can we talk official you can search me now. collect all the wanderers who are 
without being seen?” There’s nothing like a ruby on waiting for a chance to steal aboard 

“What's the situation?’’ de- me.” one of the steamers, and so leave 
manded Red doggedly. “Till “I know, Red, I know. You the island where negroes are more 
find a place to talk when I know see, the ruby ought to be in my numerous than whites. 
something of what you want pocket, and I know where it is « Here, in a sheltered retreat 
me for.” at the present moment. I'll tell these wanderers live at peace, 

The young man hesitated and you the story if you take me some- camping out like the Seren 
tre ig A gg his eyes on his igre of old. 

white shoe, which was pressing ‘Come to the Elbow,” said fjfo is ji i i 

deeper into the sand. Red thickly. ‘‘ Nobody’ll disturb Te are rgd south 

* Tt’s about the Trinidad ruby,” 48 there.” pedes, no mosquitoes. One can 
he said at last; and Red Flannel | He started off along the beach, sleep in the open air without a 
jumped as if a live electric wire the young man following slowly, covering without fear of malaria 
had touched him. head down and cane flicking or chill. 

It was the Trinidad ruby which 24 the sand as he walked. A bed of moss or-leaves is suf- 
had brought him to Barbadoes, The Elbow is at the extreme ficient, and there is a stream at 
and it was the Trinidad ruby end of the beach beyond Bridge- the Elbow where water may be 
which was the sorest incident town, weil beyond the sight of had for cooking purposes if wanted. 
in his long career of dodging the Government House and out of It took Red twenty minutes’ 
owners of stolen property which range of the shipping and popula- hard walking before he reached the 
passed through his hands from tion. It is a gully running straight shelter of the Elbow. The young 
various sources. into the forest, and its forest end man in white was at his heels. 
“What d’you know about the is overhung by bougainvillea ‘‘ Now then,” declared Red as he 
ruby?” he gasped. ‘I ain’t creepers and palms. threw himself on the ground, 


“out with it. You'd have found 
me here any time within the last 
week if you’d come up. This is 
my home when in Barbadoes. 
What have you gotta say?” 

The young man took a seat 
beside Flannel, and puffed slowly 
at his cigarette for a few minutes 
without replying. 

At length he threw the stub 
of the smoke away and dabbed 
at his lips with a white cambric 
handkerchief. 

“‘T didn’t dream there was such 
a place as this in Barbadoes, or 
I’d have called on you sooner,” 
he said. ‘‘I see others have been 
here too. Quite a good number 
of picnics have taken place here ? ” 

He pointed with his cane to 
many empty tins lying around. 

One coal-oil can with the top 
knocked off was blackened round 
the base as if it had been used for a 
kettle. Near it was the remains 
of a fire, the ashes cold and dead. 


(To be continued). 


STAY, MADAM!—-THINK 

OF YOUR CHILDREN 
BEFORE YOU CHOOSE 
A WATERY GRAVE! 


OH DEAR, IF 
ONLY | COULDN'T 
SWIM. I'D THROW 
MYSELF INTO 
THE CANAL! 


DINNER IS 
SERVED / 


"TIS DONE!-Quick!- 
GRAB HIS KEYS, 


THE PR 


JOHN! HERBERT,’ ~ 


Be 


necessary. 


a revolution : 
third 72.5 days. 


1971. 


Tails Won 


ne igite ets lustily on the steps 
of the House of Commons 
before a party of Welsh M.P.s 
was Rev. Tom Hollingdale with 
a fine bevy of girl songsters from 
Wales who have recently been 
touring in Italy. 

Rev. Tom has had a quaint 
career. At 17 he passed the 
entrance exam. into Lampeter 
College, where Wales trains her 
parsons. 

But Tom found it difficult 
to make up his mind. He tossed 
up. ‘Heads for the Church, 
tails for the Police Force,” 
he said. 

The ‘“ Blues” won. For ten 
years he walked his beat and spent 
a deal of his time playing football. 
He became a famous International, 
but in 1930 again heard the call 
of the Church. The Church of 
England trained him, and it was 
not long before he was a most 
popular London vicar, 


People Are Queer 


TS of people mess about with hair-springs, 
winders and second hands and produce either 
a workable*watch ; 
throygh the window. 

Mr. A. G. Lowndes, a research worker at the 
Marine Biological Station at Plymouth, is one of 
those people who could make a clock out of a few 
bent pins and the spring of an old mattress, if 


or go mad and hurl the bits 


He has just finished a clock—total cost £1— 
which has five gear wheels worked by an electric 
motor turning 3,000 revolutions a minute. 

The first gear wheel takes 2.66 seconds to complete 
the ‘second takes 13.7 hours: 


the 
The fourth gear wheel will, he esti- 


mates, make a complete orbit in 26.37 years—by 


What about the fifth wheel? Well, according to 
Mr. Lowndes, this should have made a complete 
revolution at the end of 3,508 years (three thousand 
five hundred and eight). 


Delicate recording apparatus is needed to show that 
the fourth wheel has really moved at the end of an 


CRO 


ISONERS 


ARE ESCAPING! 


tL ‘AY NONNY NONNY!=iN_), 
WIV THE ‘AY AN ‘ORSE-AIR: 


|JEST STUFF IT!-THAT'S WOT, 
if ALLUS SAIDI— [| 


WORD 
CORNER 


hour. But there is no known means of recording that 
the fifth wheel has moved at all. 
I suppose some people know what it’s all about, 


D.N.K.B. 
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CLUES ACROSS.—1 Trousers. 


6 Tjll soil, 20 Beginner. 11 
Perfection, 12 Journalist. 14 
Others. 15 Lump of wood. 16 


Preliminary race. 18 Pronoun, 
20 Cooked dish, 23 Music and 
poetry. 95 Cafelist. 26 Con- 
fection. 28 Girl’s name, 30 
High officer. 55 Cljnging seed. 
vessel. 34 Exercise. 35 Coral 
reefs. 37 Burdens. 38 Devotion, 
59 Limit. 40 (Merited problem, 


CLUES DOWN, — 1 Girl's 
name. 2 Bathing place, 3 
Correctly, 4 Sleeping place, 5 
Conyjnced. 6 Prosperity. vé 
Animal. 8 Stair-front. 9 Dull. 
1S Electrical unit. 17 Expert 
airman 19 Thames at Oxford. 
21 Cart sound, 22 Space of 
time. 24 Motive, 25 Lamb, 27 
Deep fissure. 29 Stale. 30 
Spinning machine. 31 Perused, 
32 Bound along, 36 Cover, 


Good 
Morning 


BEER IS BEST! 
And a quart of prime 
wallop goes into the 
thirsty roots of the leafiest, 
healthiest aspidistra in 
seven counties. It’s down 
at the old Roebuck Inn, 
and the Lewisham land- 
lady has given it nothing 
but booze since it was so 
high. Tich, go out and buy 
yourself a barrel of the 

best ! 


SINK-SUD BABY. 
She’s having a good time, 
all right, and doesn’t mean 
to shout for the towel for 
at least another hour. 
Babies are queer things — 
they always seem to know 
what’s good for them! 
When the soapy little 


SUNSET OVER THE CAIRNGORMS. | _ , tedy\grawaupahelacreeht 


A ° . . the place down when 
Highland magnificence, pride of Burns and every Scot, was never given Muramie says, ‘Go ‘and 


finer expression than in this grand vista of the Spey Valley, with the : Rais 
pine woods of Kingussie nodding and sighing in the gentle breeze. 


GOING UP! ; : 
Not exactly lady-like, but we like it! Our friend with LOOKING UP! 
the wide-open expression is an acrobatic dancer, and This sort of thing never happens to us. He gets a ride, a shot, and eyefulls of symmetry, all as part of the day’s work ! 
when she really gets up to business this contortion seems The skirt-up shankshakers walked on to a draught, and got the wind-up so well that their draperies covered everything 
like a simple exercise. Those double-jointed legs can except the main attractions, giving judges at this curve-contest an unbiassed view. But they took a long, long time 


wrap themselves round themselves—and anything. to make up their minds about the winner ! 
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